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It'S  My  Life,  but  you're  Welcome  to  Lang  Around 


Larry  Turner 


You  bring  me  food,  clean  my  box,  stroke  my  fur 

as  well  you  should.  You  appear  to  recognize 

how  it  is  between  us.  But  sometimes 

you  seem  to  want  something  more,  some  self-to-self 

relationship,  almost  as  if  you  cannot  see  the  obvious- 

You  have  no  tail! 


I wouldn't  be  so  cruel  as  to  mention  it.  I accept  you 
as  you  are:  your  extraordinary  lack  of  grace, 
your  useless  activity  in  this  room  or  that, 
your  running-as  bells  have  trained  you- 
to  the  front  door  and  the  telephone. 

(Oh  yes,  I notice  these  things, 

when  I don't  have  anything  better  to  do,  like 

feeling  sunlight  caress  my  body  or 

observing  birds  on  the  porch  rail  or 

watching  a facet  drip.)  So  please,  let's  just 

keep  things  as  Nature  intended.  It's  not  your  fault,  but- 

You  have  no  tail! 
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Cfima  ‘Town  #1 

Photograph  by  Angeline  Evans 
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Cxcavaticn 


William  Marr 


along  with  gravel  and  soil 
they  remove  the  trees 
with  an  excavator 
the  dark  sky 
even  darker 

tomorrow  they  will  build  a skyscraper 
right  here  on  this  grassland 
and  decorate  the  hollow  eyes 
with  twinkling  glass 


Gilcsts 


Pete  Cholewinski 


And  the  Fall  returns- 
a guide  not  a friend. 

Chill  night  winds 
cross  over  into  day 
rousing  spiders 
and  dead  leaves. 

I write  verse 
like  a spell  caster. 

In  the  late  afternoon 
voices  whisper  secrets 
on  slanted  sunlight, 
lulling  trees  to  sleep. 

I greet  each  moon 
without  blank  canvases. 

These  days  flutter  by- 
pages in  a book  of  shadows 
crowded  with  fresh  letters, 
poetry,  and  paintings- 
ghosts  given  form. 

Am  I speaking 
or  spoken  through? 
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JA  Tassing  Moment 

Photgraph  by  Megan  Holmes 
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Mother  of  Mexico 

Photograph  by  Terry  Aversa 
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€n  the  Bus 


Robert  Georgalas 


The  young  woman  turned  from  the  window,  “Is  there  a problem?” 

“A  problem?” 

“You've  been  staring  at  me  for  the  last  three  stops.” 

“I'm  sorry,”  the  older  woman  said.  “I  was  admiring  your  scarf.” 

The  younger  woman  glanced  at  the  lush  silk  triangle  that  fanned 
across  her  left  shoulder.  “A  birthday  present,”  she  smiled. 

“It's  quite  striking,”  the  other  woman  said. 

“Italian,”  the  younger  woman  added. 

“Ah,”  her  seatmate  nodded,  “Italy.  You've  been?” 

The  younger  woman  shook  her  head.  “No,  but  my  boyfriend’s 
something  of  a traveler.  He  was  there  last  year.  Shortly  before  we  met.” 

“It's  a lovely  country,”  the  older  woman  said. 

“Yes.  My  boyfriend  tends  to  conjure  it  for  me  whenever  I'm  blue. 
'Stresa,'  he  says.  'On  Lake  Como.  One  day  we'II  go  there.'  It's  become 
sort  of  a game.  His  way  of  suggesting  we  have  a future.” 

The  older  woman  hesitated,  tentative  about  crossing  a boundary. 

“I  don't  know,”  her  seatmate  continued.  “He  says  he  loves  me, 
but  wherever  we  go,  he  ends  up  flirting  with  some  stranger.” 

“Not  that  it's  an  excuse,”  the  older  woman  said.  “But  young  men 
often  feel  it  necessary  to  remind  women  of  their  magnetism.” 

“Yes,  but  by  42  you'd  think....” 

The  older  woman  stared  at  the  crowds  that  blurred  past  the  bus's 
windows.  It  was  a luminous  morning  and  everyone  seemed  grateful  for 
the  sun. 
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After  a time,  the  younger  woman  said,  “You  know,  I wasn't  sure 
at  first  whether  this  was  my  color.” 

“Pardon?” 

“The  scarf.” 

“May  I tell  you  something  about  that  shade?”  the  older  woman 

asked. 

“Sure.” 

“A  while  back,  my  husband  and  I were  on  Isola  Bella.  There’s  a 
17th  century  villa  there  and  I'd  left  him  to  gaze  at  the  tapestries  while  I 
roamed  the  gardens  outside.  It  was  a gorgeous  day,”  the  old  woman  said, 
“the  world  awash  with  the  morning  sun,  white  peacocks  strutting  freely 
across  the  lawns.” 

“God,  you  make  me  want  to  go  there  as  much  as  he  does.” 

The  older  woman  continued  without  pause,  “When  I returned, 

I saw  him  by  the  dock,  kissing  the  woman  who'd  been  our  guide.” 

“And  you  confronted  them?” 

“No.  It  was  the  silence  on  our  return  trip  that  clued  him.  Later 
that  afternoon,  he  returned  to  our  hotel  with  a gift.  After  some  coaxing  I 
undid  the  wrapping.  Beneath  it  was  a scarf.  'Hand  painted  silk,'  he  said. 
'One  of  a kind.'  I was  not  as  moved  by  this  apology  as  he'd  hoped.  Yet,  I 
was  curious  as  to  why  he'd  chosen  the  color  he  had,  since  it  was  one  I never 
wore.  Mustering  all  his  boyish  innocence,  he  cooed,  ‘If  there's  one  thing 
you  should  never  be,  Laura....’” 

The  younger  woman  felt  her  throat  tighten.  “‘It's  green  with 
jealousy,’”  she  murmured. 
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The  Trainer 

Barbara  Armbruster 


I have  risen 
early  as  a monk, 
vested  myself 
for  the  rigors 
of  the  track, 
rejoiced  to  feel 
the  sharp,  cold  needles 
of  dying-winter  rain, 
needing  flagellation 
for  this  Olympics 
of  the  soul. 

I pound  around 
the  track  in 
punishment 
for  last  night's 
boasts 
how  fit 
how  fast 
how  foolish. 

I see  you  hovered, 

hunched  against  the  rain 

to  save  me  from 

the  muggers  and  the  pain, 

and  marvel  you  could  love  me  so 

and  not  need  anyone  to  know. 
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Swimming  Man 

Pencil  Art  by  Marguerite  Smit 
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The  Vapcrs  cf  Ccnscicusness 

Leona  Evans 


There  is  a new  consciousness 
in  this  world. 

There  is  an  expectation, 
a fuzzy,  gloved  power, 
a gnawed  chocolate, 
a vapor  of  energy, 
a glare  of  immortality 
challenging  our  destiny. 

In  the  flush  of  anguish 
cleansing  and  denial 
shout  for  attention. 

There  is  a sour,  sulfuric  smell, 
a pattern  of  evil, 
face-to-face  suffering, 
a clawing,  fierce,  freezing  pain, 
domineering  in  its  demands  for 
servants  to  poverty,  disease, 
and  hopelessness. 

There  is  a love  of  money, 
a Janus  of  happiness 
in  which  the  few  swelled-bellied 
and  swelled-heads, 
dominate  the  many, 
whose  fearful  whispers  are  denied 
by  serpentine  Gorgons, 
psychic  stone  masons  who 
carve  experiences  upon  the  soul. 

As  if  glowing  religious  rapture 
bronzed  trumpets  hail  the 
clarity  of  logical  creation  through 
newly  discovered 
genes  of  immortality, 
maggots  drawing  to  the  new  gods. 
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Is  there  no  cleansing,  no  fruitful 

healing  waters  of  light, 

no  cosmic  bombardment  of  salvation? 

Are  only  clarified  expectations 
no  more  than  a good  mudpack? 

Fear  not,  for  the  angels  play. 

There  is  a soft  chiming  of  a 

simple,  repeated  harmony, 

a multicolored  universal  wisdom, 

singing  soprano  in  the  winds  upon  the  waters. 

It  penetrates  the  double  helix, 

the  DNA  of  fear. 

Magnets  draw  the  heavy  souls 
to  an  unknown  joy 
filled  like  a newborn  star, 
with  compassion  and  forgiveness. 

There  is  an  awareness  of  the 
designer  of  our  destiny, 
a poet  waving 
the  ancient  verdant  wand, 

Godot  has  arrived. 
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'Broken  Sky 

Photograph  by  Aldo  Blanco 
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Smeke  Lingers 


Brendan  Martin 


"The  brass  handle  curved  invitingly  into  the  approach  of  his  hand, 
transferring  the  warmth  of  the  summer  sun  to  his  palm.  He  pushed  the 
thumblatch  down  with  a click  and  walked  through  the  heavy  glass-paneled 
door,  waiting  for  and  then  hearing  the  small  yellow  bell  softly  signaling  his 
presence  as  the  door  swung  back  into  its  frame.  Four  long  layered  rows  of 
magazines  detoured  him  off  to  the  side  to  stop  at  the  far  end.  He  bent 
down  to  look  at  the  familiar  faces  of  Superman,  Batman,  Flash,  Green 
Lantern,  and  the  rest,  in  trouble  again,  and  grimacing  forth  at  him  while  a 
vile  assortment  of  villainous  thugs,  foes,  and  arch-enemies  laughed  cruelly 
at  their  collective  plight.  Superman's  face  contorted  in  green  pain  from 
glowing  Kryptonite  chains.  Batman  was  soon  to  be  rendered  in  two  by  yet 
another  of  Joker's  malevolent  machines.  He  barely  paid  attention  as  he 
flipped  quickly  through  them,  as  if  looking  for  one  that  he  hadn't  already 
read.  It  was  Saturday,  and  the  new  issues  wouldn't  be  out  until  Tuesday. 
He  picked  up  one  and  opened  the  cover,  pretending  to  look  inside.  He  was 
oblivious  to  the  densely  colored  pages;  he  was  working  through  his  plan. 

Go  straight  to  the  counter  and  just  ask  for  them?  Or  maybe  not. 

Too  risky.  Better  to  circle  around  the  middle  aisle  and  then  sneak  in 
through  the  candy.  It'll  probably  be  Betty  behind  the  counter.  It  was 
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always  Betty  on  Saturdays.  Chunky  and  wrinkled  and  white  with  powdered 
pink  cheeks,  wearing  dresses  like  his  grandmother.  She  looked  like  a grand- 
mother, and  probably  was  one.  She  smelled  like  it.  Kieran  thought  how 
easy  this  would  be  with  old  Betty.  She  wasn't  exactly  the  sharpest  tack  in 
the  box.  She'll  hand  them  right  over. 

Kieran  swung  past  the  prescription  counter  and  waved  at  Mr.  Simon, 
who  briefly  looked  up  and  smiled,  waving  back.  He  sailed  through  cosmetics 
and  perfumes,  excited  and  only  slightly  nervous  at  what  he  was  about  to  do. 
He  spoke  silently  to  himself,  devising  deft  dialogue  for  Betty  while  stepping 
selectively  on  the  black  checkerboard  tile. 

He  stopped  at  the  candy  display,  choosing  a Payday  and  a Hershey 
bar  from  the  sloping  wooden  tiers,  and  depositing  them  on  the  thick  glass 
counter  over  the  cigars,  accompanied  by  a crumpled  dollar  bill.  Studying 
the  cigar  boxes  intently,  he  waited  for  Betty  to  come  out  from  the  back. 

A man  came  out  instead,  a different  man.  Not  old  Mr.  Simon. 
Someone  new.  Kieran  gulped.  The  man  was  tall  and  thin,  with  shiny  black 
hair,  combed  straight  back  along  the  sides  of  his  head  and  thrown  forward 
in  the  front,  like  Elvis.  Except  for  the  fact  that  he  was  older,  he  looked  like 
one  of  the  greasers  from  his  brother's  high  school,  right  down  to  the  black 
panther  crawling  up  his  forearm.  Wow.  It  even  had  scratches  from  his 
claws.  "See  something  you  like"  the  man  inquired.  Startled,  Kieran  put  his 
hands  on  the  candy  bar. 

"These  are  for  me,"  he  said.  "And  I need  some  cigarettes  for  my 


Dad." 
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The  man  behind  the  counter  waited  impatiently.  He  wore  a tan 
cotton  smock  left  open  in  the  front,  exposing  a worn  white  t-shirt.  His 
nameplate  revealed  him  as  'Al'.  He  tapped  his  fingers,  shifted  his  head, 
and  looked  closer,  as  if  he  had  a question  to  ask.  Kieran  felt  a warm  flush 
roll  over  his  face  as  he  dropped  his  eyes  to  the  white  rubber  tops  of  his  Keds. 
Why  is  he  looking  at  me? 

"Kind." 

The  tips  of  Kieran's  ears  burned  hot  as  he  looked  up  at  the  man's 
gaze,  not  knowing  what  to  say.  "Huh?"  He  shrank  inside,  terror  climbing 
inside  his  chest. 

"Kind,"  the  man  repeated,  slightly  louder  than  before.  "What  kind 
of  cigarettes  does  he  smoke?"  He  enunciated  the  words  slowly,  as  if  speak- 
ing to  a lip-reader. 

"Oh,  right,  kind.  Ummm.  Kind.  I think  he  smokes...." 

Kieran's  eyes  searched  frantically  over  the  man's  shoulder  at  the 
rows  of  cigarettes.  He  had  no  idea  what  they  really  were,  other  than  the 
Kents  that  his  mother  smoked  or  the  Winstons  that  his  father  really 
smoked.  But  these  weren't  for  his  parents.  They  were  for  him.  They  were 
his  first  pack  of  his  own  cigarettes.  Not  filched  from  one  of  the  packs  lay- 
ing around  the  house,  but  paid  for  with  his  own  money. 

The  even  rows  of  cellophaned  cigarette  packages  blended  together,  their 
names  and  colors  offering  no  clues  to  what  the  most  undetectable  choice 


would  be.  Something  that  he'd  never  think  a kid  would  smoke.  Some- 
thing that  obviously  only  a man  would  smoke.  Something  like.... 

"Bull  Durhams,"  Kieran  said,  pointing  to  the  red  and  white  pack- 
ages at  the  top  of  the  cigarette  display.  He  felt  proud  of  himself,  confident 
that  he  had  made  a good  choice. 

"Bull  Durhams?"  A1  asked.  "Bull  Durhams?"  He  repeated  the  name 
of  the  cigarettes  in  questioning  awe,  like  nobody  had  ever  asked  for  them 
before.  "Are  you  sure  that's  what  he  smokes?" 

Kieran  quickly  nodded  in  silent  affirmation,  stunned  by  the  clerk's 
reaction.  "I  guess,"  the  man  said,  briefly  shaking  his  head.  He  turned 
around  and  pulled  one  of  the  packages  from  their  place  at  the  top  of  the 
display.  He  turned  the  cigarette  pack  over  in  his  hands,  examining  it. 
Squeezing  the  sides  gently,  he  blew  on  the  pack.  A small  puff  of  dust  form- 
ed in  the  air  over  the  cellophane  wrapper. 

"Never  saw  anybody  that  smoked  these  before,"  he  said  in  earnest 
declaration.  He  wiped  the  cigarettes  on  the  sleeve  of  his  smock  and  put 
them  on  the  counter  next  to  the  candy  bars.  "They're  kind  of  stale."  He 
looked  at  Kieran  briefly,  seeming  to  wait  for  some  unspoken  confirmation, 
before  picking  up  the  dollar  bill  and  punching  the  buttons  on  the  cash 
register. 

"Forty  cents  for  the  cigarettes...."  The  register  buttons  clicked  in 
mechanical  counterpoint. 


"And  ten  cents  for  the  two  candy  bars." 
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The  buttons  clicked  again.  He  struck  the  large  flat  Total  button  with 
the  edge  of  his  hand  and  the  register  rolled  over  loudly  within  itself,  finally 
coming  to  rest  as  the  cash  drawer  shot  open. 

"That's  fifty  cents  altogether." 

He  put  the  dollar  in  the  drawer  as  he  simultaneously  scooped  out  two 
quarters  and  handed  them  to  Kieran. 

"Need  a bag  for  those?" 

Under  ordinary  circumstances,  if  Kieran  were  buying  cigarettes  on 
an  errand  for  his  parents,  he  wouldn't  think  twice  about  walking  down  the 
street  carrying  the  pack  in  his  hands.  Now  however,  it  was  a different  story. 
People  would  know  they  were  his.  He  wasn't  quite  sure  how,  but  they  would. 
Better  take  the  bag. 

"Yes,  please... but  I'll  take  the  candy,"  he  said,  pocketing  the  two 
candy  bars  in  his  shirt.  A1  handed  him  the  cigarettes  in  a small  white  bag 
with  a jagged  edge.  The  bag  had  a golden  mortar  and  pestle  printed  on  it, 
and  underneath  the  picture  was  the  name  of  the  drugstore,  Simon's.  As 
Kieran  took  the  bag,  Al  extended  his  hands  to  the  front  edge  of  the 
counter  and  leaned  over,  regarding  Kieran. 

"How  old  are  you?"  he  asked. 

"Twelve,"  replied  Kieran. 

"Hmm.  Twelve,  huh?  You  don't  look  twelve.  What  grade  are  you 


in?" 
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Kieran  stopped  momentarily.  This  guy  asks  too  many  questions. 
Maybe  I should  just  take  off.  The  problem  was  that  this  was  Kieran's 
corner  store.  He  got  his  comics  here,  he  got  his  candy  here,  he  got  his  ice 
cream  here,  he  was  always  here.  Can't  back  down  now. 

"I'm  in  sixth  grade,"  Kieran  replied 

"Sixth  grade  last  year,  or  sixth  grade  next  year?" 

"Sixth  grade  this  year,  like  in  two  months.  Why  do  you  want  to 
know?"  Kieran  stood  holding  the  bag,  nervously  feeling  the  cigarette  pack 
lying  loosely  within. 

"Nothing  special,"  A1  replied.  "Just  checking  on  who's  cool  in  the 
neighborhood."  His  lips  twisted  into  a crooked  smile  as  he  twisted  his  head 
to  one  side,  narrowing  his  eyes  and  regarding  Kieran  inquisitively. 

"I'm  AI,"  he  said.  "In  case  you  couldn't  read."  He  pointed  to  the 
nametag  on  his  smock,  then  unexpectedly  extended  his  hand  over  the 
counter.  Kieran  thought  at  first  that  Al  was  going  to  grab  him  and  bust 
him  for  the  cigarettes,  then  quickly  realized  that  he  was  offering  a hand- 
shake instead.  He  held  his  hand  up  to  Al's,  where  it  was  squeezed  tightly 
and  shaken  once. 

“I'm  Kieran,"  he  said.  "I  live  down  the  block." 

Al  nodded  his  head  in  acknowledgement.  "Okay. 


Kieran  felt  an  oddly  instant  affinity  for  Al,  who  seemed  different 
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from  the  other  gown-ups  that  he  knew.  He  wasn't  like  his  teachers,  or  his 
Scout  leader,  or  his  neighbors  or  relatives,  but  more  like  one  of  his  friends. 
Like  he  thought  the  same  way.  Weird.  Kieran  turned  to  go,  not  knowing 
quite  what  else  to  say. 

He  was  only  a few  feet  away  from  the  counter  when  A1  called  out 
to  him. 


ft 


Hey.... 


tf 


Kieran  turned  back  around. 


“Don't  you  want  any  matches  for  those?" 
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'Bo6  MarCey 

Pencil  Art  by  Marguerite  Smit 
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Coven  of  Images 


Pete  Cholewinski 


Away 

Witch  images  slept 
like  infrared  flowers 
in  an  enchanted  garden 

But  now  I am  return 
Apollo's  chariot 
coaxing  beauteous  blossoms' 
symbolic  scents 

Throne  of  sequoia, 
centaurs,  winged  creatures, 
archers  and  hounds- 
my  coven  of  imagery. 


in  the  nark 


Lindsay  Leonidas 


he  leaves  her  in  the  wide  open 
city  girl 

silent  beneath  the  shadow 
of  her  heated  umbrella 
she  is  frozen 
with  the  awkwardness 
of  being  alone 
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JA  Moment  of  Ineptitude 

Lithograph  by  Ken  Nelson 
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\ rine  [)air,  We  Two 

Robert  Georgalas 


A 

opaque 

against  the  glass, 

my  fingers 

q nicks  trokethekeys. 

A corridor  away, 

her  canvas 

g 1 i s t e n s 

with  acrylic  dreams. 
Day  ages  into  night. 

An  infant's  cry 

seeps 

past  a 

foreign  wall. 

A fine  pair,  we  two: 
heartbeats 
that 
pulse 

in 

syllables 

and 


color. 
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Anaels 


Teresa  Wagner 


The  children  came  to  play  today. 

I did  not  tell  them  go  away. 

But,  others  did,  they  deemed  it  crude; 

I did  not  feel  it  was  so  rude. 

They  sat  upon  my  resting  place. 

These  children,  young  and  full  of  grace. 
Reminding  me  of  my  time  here; 

Alive  and  strong,  not  knowing  fear. 

Days  were  long  and  full  of  fun. 

Now,  my  earthly  days  are  done. 

From  where  I now  abide, 

I have  angels  at  my  side. 

Not  so  different,  these  who  play; 

I bid  them  peace  that  they  may  stay 
And  romp  upon  the  place  I lay. 
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Cerro  QorcCo  Jkmerican  J^oteC 

Photograph  by  Frank  Jackowski 


Monetary  Maunder 


Anthony  Harvey 


Curbside  contributions,  pocket  change 
distribution,  quarter,  dime  or  nickel  makes  my 
Situation  less  confusin'.  Observed  my 
affliction?  Word  written  for  25  cents, 
interested? 

Consumer?  Only  in  my  dreams,  see  I'm 
consumed  by  the  reality  that  financially.  I'm  inept 
to  consume.  Think  maybe  your  wallet  could  use  a 
little  breathin'  room? 

Just  a quarter,  nickel  or  dime  would 
do... monetary  maunder-Okay  no  change  sir?  Then 
what  about  you  partner? 

Man,  I'm  concerned  about  your 
karma;  torpid  state  got  you  hostile!  Oh,  I see.  I'm 

the  bother- 

Man  I'm  just  trying  to  survive  on  these 
streets,  maybe  even  eat  once  this  week- 
appreciate  your  time... (damn)... 

Curbside  contributions,  pocket  change 
distribution,  a quarter,  dime  or  nickel  makes  my 
situation  less  confusin'. 

Observed  my  affliction? 
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IngagecC 

Drawing  by  Bart  Misantoni 


The  Jcker 


Richard  Mattas 


It  wasn't  supposed  to  work  out  this  way. 

My  destiny  was  writ  in  the  stars. 

The  steps  in  my  ascension  were  planned  long  before  today, 
And  my  path  was  broad  and  far. 

I could  barely  walk  when  my  schools  were  decided. 

To  my  nose  the  grindstone  was  put, 

By  age  three  a tutor  was  provided. 

And  by  age  four  I knew  about  square-roots. 

And  so  it  went  from  grade  school  through  college. 

My  chores  included  the  proper  activities  and  sports 
Besides  the  acquisition  of  knowledge. 

I was  also  a wiz  on  the  courts. 

The  purpose  of  all  this  was  to  enter  a suitable  vocation 
Making  my  parents  proud. 

I would  marry  someone  of  equal  station 
And  our  children  the  tape  would  be  rewound. 

But  along  the  way  the  joker  strayed. 

From  that  day  everything  was  to  change. 

I should  have  been  dismayed 
With  every  right  to  complain. 

Except  that  a life  lesson  was  given 
I never  learned  in  school. 

For  it  is  not  logic  or  plans  that  lead  to  heaven 
But  it  is  the  joker  who  rules. 
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Tcmorrov 


Will  Segovia 


She  left  leaving  no  traces 
No  entrails 

Without  a last  good-bye, 

She  left  with  Autumn 
With  its  cool  winds 
Its  drying  leafs 
Its  different  colors, 

She  left  leaving  me  nothing 
Alone  in  time 
Drowning  in  poetry 
Melting  into  wonder 
Questioning  my  future 
And  never  once  has  she  returned. 
She  left  like  a prisoner's  shout 
An  escape  from  jail 
A lost  confession 
A burning  tulip. 

Like  there  was  no  choice 
No  paths 
No  amends 
No  commitments 
No  more  love 
And  with  her, 

She  took  tomorrow... 
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Tatfi  of  Love 

Photograph  by  Nicole  Case 


Over  200,000  book,  music,  and  video  titles 


A wide  selection  of  titles  on  many  subjects 


Over  2000  magazine  and  newspaper  titles 
from  across  the  country  and  around  tlie  world 

100  listening  stations  to  check  out 
music  before  you  purchase 

Cafes  serving  coffee  drinks,  pastries,  desserts, 
and  light  breakfast  & lunch  fare 


A comfortable  browsing  environment 


Live  music  on  Friday  evenings 
(enjoy  a coffee  or  soft  drink  in  our 
smoke-free  cafes  while  you  listen!) 

Children’s  Storytimes,  special  events, 
and  costumed  character  visits 

Book  and  video  discussion  groups 


Over  30  book,  music,  and  video  events 
scheduled  each  month  .. 
stop  in  and  pick  up  our  newsletter! 


BORDERS 


COME  INSIDE 


BOOK,  MUSIC,  VIDEO,  AND  A CAFE. 


101  Rice  Lake  Square  at  Canada  1500  l6th  St.  at  Rte.  83 

Wheaton,  Illinois  Oakbrook,  Illinois 

(630)  871-9595  1660  S.  Randall  Rd.  (630)  574-0800 

Geneva,  Illinois 
(630)  262-8747 


15620  S.  LaGrange  Rd 
Orland  Park,  Illinois 
(708)  460-7566 


336  S.  Rte.  59 
Naperville,  Illinois 
(630)  637-9700 
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